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[ONE PENNY. 


“This year Pa’s good resolutions took the shape of coming home just as the clock struck twelve on New Year’s Eve disgustingly intoxicated, and, to crown all, 
my poor, misguided brother, Alexandry, wus in even a worse condition. The disturbance created by the two inebriates downstairs roused the whole household, and 
Ma, thinking by the noise that she would have to face a whole regiment of burglars, armed herself with a poker, and, followed by the Twins, burst into the kitchen. 
Papa seemed to be delighted with their appearance, and immediately commenced blessing the children; but Ma soon brought him to his senses.” —Tvortsie. 


BLIGHTED HOPES. 


1, An umbrella on the ground, and dropped by a 2. “IT touched it first,” responded Smith. “Sneak!” 
veeminglu pretty girl, too! Smith and Jones are “Cur!” “Bah!” “Pshaw!" After a few observa- 
ipon it like lightning. Both seize it, and both lift it tions of this kind, Smith twisted the nmbrella out of the 
from the ground. ‘I spotted it first,’ quoth Jones, hands of Jones, and flung himself at the feet of the—- 


3. Beautiful damsel, who had just turned round. 
Just as he was about to confess his undying love, he 
cunght sight of her face. That was enongh. With 
neuttered curses both Smith auc Jones vanished. 


BEAUTY WATER. 


—~— 


“CAGLIOSTRO,” wrote the prince of physiognomists, 
Lavater, “is a great man—a man such as few are, in whom, 
however, I am nota believer. Cagliostro often tells what 
is untrue, gnd promises what he does not perform, yet do I 
in nowise hold. his promises to be deception, though they 
are not what he calls thei.” 

This Cagliostro, otherwise Joe or Reppo Balsamo, the 
hero of one of Alexandre Dumas’ most poner romances, 
was, in truth, a low born rogue, with “broad, gross nose, 
cunning eyes, blubber lips and blubber brains, and one of 
the most audacious and ignorant quacks that ever breathed.” 

Yet this arch rascal lived in seeming magnificence, and 
sold Beauty Water, Wive of Egypt, Love Philtresand Elixir 
Vite. He called himself a count and his wife the countess, 
who claimed to be between sixty and seventy years of age, 
and asserted that her wonderfu! loveliness—no lovelier 
woman lived—had been preserved by the miraculous pro- 
perties of the Beauty Water. 

He travelled through Italy, Germanv, and France. Every- 
where he went he was worshipped by the mob, and the 
splendour of his equipages rivalled that of any living prince, 
He was several times imprisoned, and through his beautiful 
wife's influence (she was, of course, a young woman), he 
obtained his release. 

In the end he became implicated in the famous robbery 
of the diamond necklace, valued at the enormous sum of 


2 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


£39,009 (see “SLoper’s HALr-Houipay,” No, 391), and called 
upon to account for his means of living and lavish expenditure, he 
replied thus: “This question has no kind of relation to the case in 
point, but | am willing to give some satisfaction. Yet, what impor- 
tance is it whether Lam the son of a monarch or the child ofa 
beggar, why | travel without making myself known, or by what 
tueins | procure the money [| want? As long as I pay a due respect 
to the religion and laws of the country, discharge every obligation, 
and am uniformly doing good to all around ine, the question you 
tow put is improper and unbecoming, but I will condescend to tell 
you whit T uever revealed to anyone before. Know, then, that the 
principal resource | have to boast of 18 that as soon as [ set my 
fooc in any country, | there tind a banker who supplies me with 
evervthing Towant. Thus, in France, Sarrasin or Sancolas wou'd 
aive ue up their whole fortunes were | to ask it, but [ have alwavs 
teypuested these gentlemen not to say they were my bankers. In 
addition to these resources, I derive further assistance from my 
extensive knowledge.” 


(Saturday, January 2, 1 


“WHAT a strange day Sunday is in Scotland,” obsery, 
Englishman who had just returned from the Land of Cakes ; - 
mustn't whistle or s:uile, or look at the clock or read a nov; 
you may drink whisky till ali’s blue.” “ Ay, mon,” asser, 
Scotsman, “but ye dinna ken that they're all carnal amuseu,. 
but whusky is a neecessity.” 5. 

* 


and after having interviewed several applicants, a young g¢. 
man mde his appearance whose record seemed to be itrepr 
able. “Humph! don’t drink or smoke, always go home ti 
don't want any holidays, prefers work to play,” murniured og 
the partners ; “almost too good to be geuuine,isn’t it?" “]; 
this gentleman will suit us,” replied the other, © He is evidem 
accomplished liar, and that is an acquisition in our profe: 
Yuirty shillings, and tind your own tape.” 
* 


A FIRM of lawyers advertised, a week or two ago, for a 


. 
To Parliament Hill once more— 
| Tobogganing—two lovers went : 
Descent and collapse made them feel 
That life, indeed, was very real, 
and any of it badly spent 
Ib sport that rendered them so sore. 
* 
from royalty which is useful in supporting its 
Vulyar estimation, and from this time the Queen of France ceased 
to be considered immaculate, and, trifling as was the first cause, it 
ath upon the scatfoid.” 

Joe, the mountebank, escaped from puni-hment, and also from a 
brass candlestick which the Countess de la Motte, whom his 
evidence incriminated, flung at his head in court, 

_When he left the Bastile, he found that his gaolers had robbed 
him of all the money and jewels found on him when he was 
arrested, but hundreds of houses in Paris were illuminated in his 
honour on the night of his liberation. He and his wife, however, 
went at once to Londen, and fora couple of years did good busi- 
ness. Then he was flung by his indignant dupes into the King’s 
Bench Prison, from which his wife obtained his release, and per- 
suaded him to go to Rome. Here he fared badly. He was, aftera 
long and tedious trial, found guilty of being a Freemason, and 
condemned to death. The sentence was commuted by the Pope to 


one of imprisonment for life, and his wife was condemned to end 
hers in w convent, 


* 
ALEXANDRY has got upa new zame in the kitchen, In cr 
| quence Pa's feelings have been deeply hurt. Alexandry sits q 
| at the table and pretends to drink champagne with Evelina o 
| an empty blacking bottle. Then he walks mysterious like int: 
; area and imitates the howl of a cub looting off in the dist: 
This he calls playing at doing a supper and a bilk. Nice boy! 
ss 


s 
“T WANT a pint of arnica, please,” said a customer. “ Bour 
bicycle or going to learn skating?” asked the chemist. “ Neith: 
replied the customer; “I've been appointed reporter to an | 
Nationalist paper.” “Oh, better have a little plaster as 
hadn't you? “° 


Behind at the “ Friv.” 

Te. What's the matter. Tottie? You look upset, 

Lottie. So I should thiuk! I do believe l'm the unluckiest 
ever born, 

He. What on earth is the matter now? 

Tottie. Why, that fellow I married last year has been threate: 
to sue me for a divorce, and now the beast writes to say that 
thinks it will cost too much, and the game isn’t worth the can 
Isn't it too bad? *° 


2 ° * * e * 

“T have reason to helieve——" the Rosebud began murmuring ; 
but « moment later, Billiam the Bludderer had flattened him with 
ne knifeboard, and was practising the war whoop on his prostrate 

orin. 

It seems a pity boys can't be boys a little otherwise. 

(Next week,“ A Fashionable Highwayman.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


Pi Cofrespondente wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelape large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not ohoae loose stamps. 


THERE is a new patent “Kiss Silencer,” By rubbing the 
pepeon on the lips not the least sound of oscillation can be he 
athers of families not keeping more than three maidsery: 
please note to your advantage. 


* 

“AIN'T she a stuck up thing!” said one fair one at the N 
Elms Assembly Rooms. “| pee that there's her chapero 
“No, indeed, he ain't,” repliec a second fair one; “he used 
FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. walk out with me, and I'll give it him for flirting with her liket 

No. 401.—The “ Daughter of Memphis” Costume. right before my eyes. “ 


{ 


What a nuisance, BERTIE HARLAND, You are rather upa tree. 
You can get it, B. H. MATTHEWS, For three halfpence, posted free. 
Thanks for cutting, INTERESTED, We had seen it long age > Very 
eo. 'y, LITTLE MAUDIE, But we really do not know, How on 

A do you suppose, DICK, We could carry out your scheme? 
Zecugh we've little doubt that it would Realize our fondest 
dream. Very sorry, THOMAS Capper, But we can't accept your 
sketch, ‘Tis but amateurish by Imagination's greatest stretch. 
Cull and see us, E.T.C., And thoroughly explain your case, We 
should hare behaved the same, WILL, Jf we had been in your 
place. We cannot discover, Ricuarp, What it is that you re- 
quire. Many thanks for verses, WILFRID; Same for cutting 
ARTHUR PRYOR. You have lust the wager, JACKO, We commenced 
tn eighty-four; SLOPER'’S not conversant, WITCH, With any 
sort of mystic lore, . 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circuiation oY any Illustrated Puper in the World, 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Ki dom, Continent, Canada, | ‘\* SX N ~ g 
and United States of Aaron post-free ; i NNN SS D>, 7. 
3 Monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d. 12 Months, Ge. 6d. LONE SNARES 


“ ISN'T that fellow a member of the piscatorial society who h 
| their meetings upstairs?” said a man at the “ Mona.” “Y 
replied another; “don’t you know him? He's a true fisherm: 
“My dear fellow, I'm willing to believe a great deal to oblig 
friend, but I must draw the line somewhere, and I do s0 i 
fisherman having any connection Whatever with ‘truth,’” 


* 
WE hail the advent of the year 
That gives a maiden right to po 
The question that rude bachelors fear 
To selfish interests puts a stop. 


s 

“No one can say,” remarked Bladder pater, “that whate 
success may have attended me through life has been due mere 
luck.” “ That's just what Mr. Snarler says abont you, pa "chit 
in the Olive Branch. “Indeed!” smirked B. P. “Tha : 
\ | of Snarler. My dear” (to Mrs. B.), “ask Snarler to come and « 
| with us.” “Yes,” the Olive Branch continued, “ Mr. Snarle 
| you didn't get on by mere luck. There was your dishonesty t« 

taken into account.” 
[The invitation was postponed and the action of Bladde 


In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, Jack 7 ee and be muttered, | . Snarler as now in full swing. 
me _ ” = “Oh, i 5 Pees : 
THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, | wire stroking his bristly jaw, “Ien't he a little love? 1 could | “GOUT: a disease of the joints.—Derived from the natural 
c P As he rode ou a wave, Positively eat him.” “Likely; but, | Clamation of the man who first experienced it, and who, in his ago! 
Weekly Contents Bills wilt be sent post-free to Newsagents “ Blow me, I want a shave! as matter of taste, give me roast | cried, ‘Get out!’ which, altera time, became abbreviated to G ¢ 
on application, TI have one when I get ashore.” heef.”” and finally togout.”—[ Extract from ALLY SLOPER'S “Cyclopedi 
Sa Vol, 8, Chap. 24, Page 11. * 
PARIS. . 


On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug pe LA BANQvueE. 


£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman Boy, or Gir 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted), wha shall happen to oat 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Ringcons, PROVIDED @ copy af the current isaue of “ ALLY 
Suoper’s Haur-Houipay" be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER's HAL¥-Houipay” ig 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, exniring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


“I HATE a flatterer,” said Gladys. “Oh, nonsense, Miss Gladys!" 


ependinted Cadsby, “all women like to be flattered.” “Indeed 


“LOOK here, my boy,” said an emp!oyer to errand boy whom 
caught taking the sugar off his teatray, I don't like that.” ‘ Dol 
you, sir? I do,” smartly answered the youth. 

ss 


* 
Coming Up inthe Train. 

Garrulous Stranger (qurting from his newspaper). Bless 
soul! Fancy that, sir! We actually consume 31°88 gallons 
water per head each day. Pes: 

Sloper (sternly). Be good qmough to speak for yourself, sir! 
would scorn to use that quantity. of the harmless, unnecessary an 


~ 
“ PRIDE will have a fall,” asthe old lady said when her grands 
went up in a balloon—and the youthful aérovaut had one. But 
he had his parachute, he fell gently on his feet. 
2 


could lend me ten bob, old man?” “ Very sorr;, dear boy, but | 
thinking of something else, and I never could think of two thit 
| at the same time.” 


( 
“ EH—er—ah—oh—er,” stammered Slippins, “do you think | 
) 
| 


-* 
* 


“ SURE now and ye can't always judge by names,” observed T 
O'Flaherty. “1 remember a pertectly charmin’ little body, a M 
FitzGerald—and that’s an Oirish name. begorra !—but she hadn’ 
drup of Oirish blood in her.” “But how about her husband?” 
Teacher. T'm half inclined to give you a good caning. quired a friend. “Oh, be jabers, J niver thought of that!” 

Cheeky Child. No yer won't. Your bloke's my cousin, so you daren't—see ? <* 
AT Sloper Hall there was some real genuine mirth after all. The | ~———--- _--—~—--— ee 


D fat. he - 
parative of en is flatter and the superlative Slatterer, rete 
ss 


DARLING Flo hung up her stocking 
To catch the gitts Oid Claus should bring; 
But, oh! indeed. ‘twas very shocking, 
The raseal * had her on a string.” 
Instead of jewels rich and rare, 
Or brocades bright with goluen dust, 
The scamp apportioned as Ilo’s share 
A hideous, palpitating bust. 


= 
ANNIE hunted up her skates 
To go with John a-skating ; 
Though they tumbled on their pates, 4 
Both found it Ani-mating, WHEN the Rev. Lord X.Y.Z. preached his first sermon in ] 
vs new parish, the parishioners naturally criticised it, “What do y 
think of the new parson. Mr. Jones?” Wel!, L think he preach 
too long, Mr. Smith.” * But, remember, he’s a Lord, Mr, Jone 
“Oh, yes, I ain't got anything to say against his quality ; it’s t 
quantity I objects to.” e. 
* 


* 

: oT WANT a bottle of good two shilling sherry,” said a customer, 

on ell, sir, omtned the me merchant, “ you ig get sucha 

thing in Spain—I won't say that you couldn't—but I'm afraid y 

won't find it in England.” oe a 
s 


THERE is something verv strange about the aquaintances which 
men who live in the suburbs, and ate in the habit of going into 
town every morning, make among their fellow travellers, “ Ah, 
good morning !"' said one Second Class Passenger to another. 
“How is business?" “Capital,” was the reply. “This cold 
weather suits me well. I was working it out last night, and I find 
that I made £225 last year through whisky alone.” “Indeed!” 
remarked the first speaker : “I didn't know you were in the spirit 
trade.” “Neither am 1." anewerad the other; I'm an undertaker." 


Inspect» -in-Charge, What is your name? 
Manin Lock. By Georsh, how luckysh I gotsh good mem'ry ! 
(hic.) He's goinsh put me through —er—Ch—Ch—Chur 
Catshechism—(hic)—by Georsh, and, by Georsh, I remem! 
everysh wordeh of it—(hic)—irom my youth upersh, by Geors| 
My namesh—(hic)—Aby SLOPERISH, civensh to me by—umsh 
godfisher—(hic) —and godmasler, by Georsh—(hic)—jn—umshi 
baprijishum. 
But memories don't count in police stations.and poor ALLY x 
Teft to brush up hia Catechiam” between Sour stone walle. 
e 


2 “ 
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A MISLEADING MAN. 


. 


—— 


f 
| 
| 
| 

A FESTIVE figs. | 


REL 


Saturday, January 2, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE BEGINS THE NEW YEAR. 


Se 


“IP you are a farmer and your crops fail,” or “if you are a farmer 
and your trop’s poor and scanty,” or “if you are a lover and your 


Wy 
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Billy's Wassail. 


courtship’s rough and thorny,” get “ Raphael's Almanac, Prophetic 
Messenger and Weather Guide.” 

According to Orion, the 2ud is a bad day to get born upon, 
except to females and “young persons who succeed.” Orion has 
been hauling at the future for fifty years, and he ought to know, 

Old Moore is of opinion that duriag January “ Stockbrokers will 
be active, but it will not be very legitimate business,” which seems 
to be a fairly likely guess, I have known some of them a little 
that way all the year round. According to Zadkiel, we ought to 
have a crop of railway accidents as January closes. Orion thinks 
that ninety-two is to be a “year of strange and unexpected events 
generally’; and Raphael strongly advises you to “avoid females" 
and to “avoid women ” (there is seemin, ly some difference) on no 
end of days all through the year. How betrothaling is going to be 
carried on, goodness only knows, . . . 

The “ Most Impossible Family in the World ” have not yet quite 
settled down to a new leaves to be turned over, but are trying. 

Lord Bob, whom I have felt compelled to inform I could no 
longer put up with, has written to the Earl for his passage money, 


and starts at once in search Sone 
st Lord Randolph Chure- ARE aero 
hill in Darker Wherever- A ay? 
itis. a 


The Dook Snook has 
determined (if he can get 
a free pass, or travel ina 
truck in charge of cattle) 
to return to the ducal resi- 
dence in Tumbledown- 
derry, and, after ascertain- 
ing whether the tenant in 
possession of the roofless 
mansion has burrowed be- 
low the cellar floor, and is 
still there unevicted, to 
decide whether he ought to 
rebuild the Baronial Hall, 
after asphixiating the 
tenant, or sell the bricks 
for building materials. 

" - Honourless Billy 
Lay taken a short engage- 
ment at the Aquarium as 
a fasting man. 

Mr. MeNab is having 
some necessary repairs 
done to his bagpipes pre- 
vious to regaining the 
Browside. 

Mr. [ky Mo is writing 
an autobiographical book, 
which is to be entitled A stolen kisa. 

“My Convictions.” . F 

Alexandry and the Blood Stained are making a cave in what 
remains of the back garden, for purposes at present unascertained, 
but, up to now, have stowed away in it two pounds of gun wder 
and the garden roller. Aunt Geezer has joined the Salvation 
Army, Mr. McGooselish haz taken the pledge, and is trying to raise 
something on it, and Uncle Boflin is hard at work doing nothing, 
and very busy indeed. 

Ma ig in anticipation of coming events, and my regrettable 
parent is filing his schedule. Altogether, 1892 promises to be eventful. 

Meanwhile, however, the welkin rinzs, _and the Yule log 
splutters, and Billy concocts a wassail which has a singularly 
unwholesome and wholly inexplicable flavour, but he meant well. 

The mistletoe hangs from the castle wall, and Alexandry has 
kissed Eveliny beneath it. He is now thumping her on the back. | 

It has just occurred to the Dook Snook that “ Auid Lang Syne’ 

ould be an appropriate melody on the occasion, and Tottie, Bob, 
ve Dook and | ure singing it, though the exact reason for so doing 

own Lam una le to state. 

Bur, after all, is not thi: New Year's Eve? and are not these or 
similar ceremonies expected of you? aud ought you to rejoice or 
feel sad, I wonder, 
as a New Year 
comes round? I[ 
am inclined to the 
latter opinion. 
Why, next sear, 
dears, can you cre- 
dit it ?—I SHALL 
BE NINETEEN! 
Quite ald ! 

As it is, I ob- 
serve that that 
Tottie Good- 
A enough and Lardi 
4 Longsox have lost 
much of their 
youthful bloom, 

ut then, when 
bloom is but. bis- 
Muth 


* * * 
All things con- 
Mp sidered, is life 
J really worth 
living? 1 can't 
see that is, if 
you've gotastupid 
dressmaker who 
doesn't fit you, 
however many 
C alterations she 

“Aula Lang Syne.” makes, but then it 
is true, as she says, 
“One does, as a rule, have such figures to make for—going in and 
sticking out all at the wrong places, that when one comes across 
ae like yours, miss——" After ail, perhaps, I'll keep her on. | 


(Saturday, January 2,18 


OLIDAY. 


_“ WHAT a strange day Sunday is in Scotland,” obsery; 
Englishman who had just returned from the Land of Cakes - - 
mustn't whistle or s:uile, or look at the clock or read a nov, 
you may drink whisky till all's blue.” “Ay, mon,” 0 
Scotsman, “but ye dinna ken that they're all carnal amuseu 
but whusky is a neecessity.” 5 ; 

. 


A FIRM of lawyers advertised, a week or two ago, for a. 
and after having interviewed several applicants, a young ¢. 
aN man mde his appearance whose record seemed to be irrepr 

“ } able. “Humph! don’t drink or smoke, always go home t 
don’t want any holidays, prefers work to play,” murniured o 
the partners ; “almost too cood to be geuuine,isn’t it?" “1; 

this yentleman will suit us,” replied the other, “ Heis evident 
accomplished liar, and that is an acquisition in our profe: 
Tuirty shillings, and find your own tape.” 

7’. 


ay | 


. 
To Parliament Hill once nore— 
Tobogganing—two lovers went ; 
Descent and collapse made them feel 
That life, indeed, was very real, 
And any of it badly spent 
In sport that rendered them so sore. 


* 
ALEXANDRY has got up a new xame in the kitchen. In c 
| Quence Pa’s feelings have been deeply hurt. Alexandry sits ¢ 
| at the table and pretends to drink champagne with Evelina o 
|; an empty blacking bottle. Then he walks mysterious like int: 
area and imitates the howl of a cub looting off in the dist: 
This he calls playing at doing a supper and a bilk. Nice boy! 

ss 

s 
_“T WANT a pint of arnica, please,” said a customer. “Bour 
| bicycle or going to learn skating?" asked the chemist. “ Neit} 
replied the customer; “I've been appointed reporter to an | 

Nationalist paper.” “Oh, better have a little plaster as 

hadn't you? ee 

* 
Behind at the “ Frir.” 

He. What's the matter, Tottie? You look upset. 

Zottie. So T should thiuk! 1 do believe l'm the unluckiest 
ever born. 

He, What on earth is the matter now? 

Tottie. Why, that fellow I married last year has been threate 
to sue me for 1 divorce, and now the beast writes to say that 
thinks it will cost too much, and the game isn’t worth the can 
Isn't it too bad? ‘ee 

* 


A ASS 


THERE is a new patent “Kiss Silencer.” By rubbing the 
partion on the lips not the least sound of oscillation can be he 
| Fathers of families not keeping more than three maidserv, 
| please note to your advantage. 

*. 


* 

“AIN'T she a stuck up thing!” said one fair one at the N 
Elms Assembly Rooms. “1 epee that there's her chapero 
“No, indeed, he ain't,” replied a second fair one; “he used 
walk out with me,and I'll give it him for flirting with her liket! 
right before my eyes.” = : 

* 


“Tsn'T that fellow a member of the piscatorial society who h 
| their meetings upstairs?” said a man at the “Mona.” “Y, 
replied another; “don't you know him? He's a true fisherm: 
“My dear fellow, I'm willing to believe a great deal to oblig 
friend, but I must draw the line somewhere, and I do s0 
| fisherman having any connection Whatever with ‘truth.’"” 


s 
| WE hail the advent of the year 
That gives a maiden right to po 
The question that rude bachelors fear 
To selfish interests puts a stop. 


s 
“No one can say,” remarked Bladder pater, “that whate 
success may have attended me through life has been due merel; 
luck.” “ That's just what Mr. Snarler says about you, pa ” chit 
| in the Olive Branch. “Indeed!” smirked B. P. “Tha +k 
\ | of Snarler. My dear” (to Mrs. B.), “ask Snarler to come and « 
| with us.” “Yes,” the Olive Branch continued,“ Mr. Snarle + 
| | you didn’t get on by mere luck. There was your dishonesty t 
taken into account.” 
[The invitation was postponed and the action of Bladde 
Snarler as now in Sull swing. 
| 
bve? I could | . GOUT: @ disease of the joints.—Derived from the natural 
“Likely; but, | Clamation of the man who first experienced it, and who, in hisago 
give me roast | cried, ‘Get out!’ which, alter a time, became abbreviated to G 
and finally to gout."—[ £xtract from ALLY SLOPER'S “Cyclopedi 
Vol. 8, Chap. 24, Page 11. = 
= 


“Look here, my boy,” said an emp!oyer to errand boy whom 
caught taking the sugar off his teatray, “1 don't likethat.” ‘“ De 
you, sir? I do,” smartly answered the youth. 

ss 


2 
Coming Up inthe Train. 
Garrulous Stranger (queting from his newapa 
soul! Fancy that, sir! We actually consume 
| water per head each day. 
| Sloper (sternly). Be good recap to speak for yourself, sir! 
| would scorn to use that quantity of the harmless, unnecessary aC 


r). Bless 


y Zi 1°88 gallons 


* 

“ PRIDE will have a fall,” asthe old lady said when her grands 
went up in a balloon—and the youthful aérouaut had one. But} 
he had his parachute, he fell gently on his feet. | 

= 
2 


“ EH—er—ah—oh—er,” stammered Slippins, “do you think y 
could lend me ten bob, old man?” “ Very sorr;, dear boy, but | 
thinking of something else, and I never could thiuk of two thit 


at the same time. e+ 
= 


| 
“SURE now and ye can't always judge by names,” observed 
O'Flaherty, “1 remember a pertectly charmin’ little body, a M 
FitzGerald—and that’s an Oirish name. begorra!—but she hadn’ 
drop of Oirish blood in her.” “But how ubout her husband?” 
quired a friend. “Oh, be jabers, J niver thought of that!” 
»* 


| 
| 
| 


— DARLING Flo hung up her stocking 
To catch the gitts O.d Claus should bring ; 
But, oh! indeed, ‘twas very shocking, 
The rascal * had her on a string.” 
Instead of jewels rich and rare, 
Or brocades bright with goluen dust, 
The scamp apportioned as ['lo’s share 
A hideous, palpitating bust. 


* 

WHEN the Rev. Lord X.Y.Z. preached his first sermon in |} 
new parish, the parishioners naturally criticised it, “ What do y 
think of the new parson, Mr. Jones?” Well, L think he preach 
too long, Mr. Smith.” * But, rememter, he’s a Lord, Mr, Jone 
“Oh, yes, | ain't got anything to say against his quality ; it’s t 
quantity I objects to.” es 

= 


[But memories don't count in police stations.and poor ALLY u 
Teft ta brush up hia® Catechiem™ between four stone walls. 
e 


Saturday, January 2, 1892.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TOOTSIE BEGINS THE NEW YEAR. 


— oo 


“IP you are a farmer and your crops fail,” or “if you are a farmer 
and your trop’s poor and scanty,” or “if you are a lover and your 


4 


Billy’s Wassail. 


courtship’s rough and thorny,” get “Raphael's Almanac, Prophetic 
Messenger and Weather Guide.” 

According to Orion, the 2ud is a bad day to get born upon, 
except to females and “young persons who succeed.” Orion has 
been hauling at the future for fifty years, and he ought to know. 

Old Moore is of opinion that duriag January “ Stockbrokers will 
be active, but it will not be very legitimate business,” which seems 
to bea fairly likely guess. I have known some of them a little 
that way all the year round. According to Zadkiel, we ought to 
have a crop of railway accidents as January closes, Orion thinks 
that ninety-two is to be a “year of strange and unexpected events 
generally’; and Raphael strongly advises you to “avoid females” 
and to “avoid women ” (there is seemingly some difference) on no 
end of days all through the year. How betrothaling is going to be 
carried on, goodness only knows, . 

The “ Most Impossible Family in the World” have not yet quite 
settled down to the new leaves to be turned over, but are trying. 

Lord Bob, whom I have felt compelled to inform I could no 
longer put up with, has written to the Earl for his passage money, 
and starts at once in search i 
ot Lord Randolph Chure- ARE yess? 
in Darker Wherever- )) P 
tis. - 

The Dook Snook has Q 
determined (if he can get 
a free pass, or travel ina 
truck in charge of cattle) 
to return to the ducal resi- 
dence in Tumbledown- 
derry.and, after ascertain- 
ing whether the tenant in 
possession of the roofless 
mansion has burrowed be- 
low the cellar floor, and is 
still there unevicted, to 
decide whether he ought to 
rebuild the Baronial Hall, 
after asphixiating the 
tenant, or sell the bricks 
for building materiale. 

* . Honourless Billy 
Las taken a short engage- 
ment at the Aquarium as 
a fasting man. 

Mr. MeNab is having 
some necessary repairs 
done to his bagpipes pre- 
vious to regaining the 
Browside. 

Mr. [ky Mo is writing 
an autobiographical book, 
which is to be entitled 
“My Convictions.” . 

Alexandry and the Blood Stained are making a cave in what 
remains of the back garden, for purposes at present unascertained, 
but, up to now, have stowed away in ittwo pounds of gun wder 
and the garden roller. Aunt Geezer has joined the Salvation 
Army, Mr. McGooselish haz taken the pledge, and is trying to raise 
something on it, and Uncle Botlin is hard at work doing nothing, 
and very busy indeed. 

Ma is in anticipation of coming events, and my regrettable 
parent is filing his schedule. Altogether, 1892 promises to be eventful. 

Meanwhile, however, the welkin rings, and the Yule log 
splutters, and Billy concocts a wassail which has a singularly 
unwholesome and wholly inexplicable flavour, but he meant well. 

The mistletoe hangs from the castle wall. and Alexandry has 
kissed Eveliny beneath it. He is now thumping her on tie back. 

It has just occurred to the Dook Snook that “Auld Lang Syne” 

ould be an appropriate melody on the occasion, and Tottie, Bob, 

ne Dook and | ure singing it, though the exact reason for so doing 
own Lam una le to state. 

Bur, after all, is not this New Year's Eve? and are not these or 
similar ceremonies expected of you? aud ought you to rejoice or 
feel sad, I wonder, 
as a New Year 
comes round? [ 
am inclined to the 
latter opinion. 
Why, next year, 
dears, can you cre- 
dit it ?—I SHALL 
BE NINETEEN! 


A stolen kiss. 


Quite old! 
As it is, I ob- 
serve that that 


Tottie Good- 
A enough and Lardi 
YZ. Longsox have lost 
much of their 
youthful bloom, 
but then, when 
bloom is but bis- 
muth 
* 


* * 

All things con- 
sidered, is life 
J really worth 

living?) 1 can't 
see that is, if 
you'vegotastupid 
dressmaker who 
doesn't fit you, 
however many 
alterations she 
makes, but then it 
is true, as she says, 
“ One does, as a rule, have such figures to make for—going in and 
sticking out all at the wrong places, that when one comes across 

ae like yours, miss——” 


C 
“Aula Lang Syne.” 


After ail, perliaps, Vil keep her ou. 


YOU CAN'T HELP IT. 
WHEN you attend a party 
And gyrate with the girls, 
The exercise is hearty, 
And your head with pleasure whirls. 


But, oh! the painful feeling, 
When suddenly you find 
The vaked truth revealing— 

Your uecktie’s up behind ! 


On some night when you're calling 
Upon your sweetheart fair, 

Oh, is not appalling! 
As you your love declare— 


When words come hard and harder— 
Quite suddenly to tind, 

In midst of love's sweet ardour, 
Your necktie’s up behind? 


In this queer situation, 
No matter how one tries, 
There is no explanation— 
The necktie’s bound to rise! 


‘Tis useless to reject it, 
By Fate it is designed, 
And when you least expect it 
Your necktie's up behind ! 


—_o——— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXVII. 
CHARLES II. 1660 TO 1685, 


OLIVER CROMWELL died. 

Charles the Second was in Brussels when the news came to him 
that the English wanted to go in again for the good old crusted 
king business, 

“Sloper,” he said to his bosom pal, Sidney, “I’m going to have 
a throne all to myself, and havea high old time. I mean to be a 
merry monarch,” 

Then the King stuffed his pockets full of his old baccarat checks, 
stuck a few Hanover Jacks in his pockets, burnt all the photo- 
graphs of the latest trapeze artistes on his mantelshelf, and 
started for Old England. 

They made a great fuss with Charles, and he mildly remarked— 

“Sloper, Sloper, what a bally old Hanwell I was not to come 
over here before and do the trick—but now, ‘I feel myself a king, 
and shall wear a crown.’” 

Then Sloper became thoughtful as he thought of what might be 
raised on the bejewelled chump-pot at the leaving shop. 

Charles the Second had a great eye for beauty. It was at the 
“Friv.” of the period that he met the immortal NellGwynne. She 
was selling oranges. History dvesn't say whether they were 
boiled. It doesn't matter much, as most playgoers in these days 
were too boiled to be judges of such sinall maltezo. 

There are many charming accounts of how Nell Gwynne winked 
the other eye at the Merry Monarch. But this is a straight journal 
and we wont go into details. We leave all that tothe high class 
moral papers, who take upon themselves the supervision of the 
Metropolitan confectionery. 

Charles had a merry life. There was plenty of gambling at the 

lace at Whitehall. The dice were a baccaratling the whole day 

ong, and he really had quite an affection for really pleasant well 

regulated females. However, he rather overdid the business, He 
left the country to look after itself. The Dutch came up the 
Medway and played the deuce with our ships. 

In Amsterdam in the present day they show the ships, figureheads, 
and the flags they took from us. 
about this. The Dutch, though, talk over it—it's a way other 
people have when they've whopped you. 

Charles was no doubt a very popular kiug; but at heart he was 
a Roman Catholic. He didn’t trouble churches much, though. 
I€ he had been a private person, he would have troubled Justice 
Jeune pretty considerably. “ But,” said Sidney Sloper, on hearing 
of his death, “ wot's the odds as long as you're happy? Charles 
was the man for a beano—more power to him!” 


i 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. &8—THE ACTOR. 
Down ina green and shady bed 
Our Actor never lies ; 
He never hangs his modest head— 
He's built quite otherwise. 


Te is not like the violet 
That decks the poet's page ; 

W here’er he be he can’t forget 
That © All the world’s a stage.” 


He's not. at present, known to fame, 
Ile’s quite devoid of Art ; 

But still to hiu it’s all the same— 
He always plays a part. 

You see him strolling down the Strand, 
His topper gleaming bright, 

His silver mounted stick in hand, 
His frock-coat fitting tight. 


For this is just his little way, 
He does the best he can, 
rts, he'll play 


* 


And, failing better 
A “walking gentleman.’ 


THE AWAKENING. 


THE seven young “City ” gentlemen who boarded, more or lesa, 
at Mrs. Chippenham Crozgover's establishment came down earlier 
to breakfast than usual on “Boxing” morning, it being their 
unanimous intention to go for a good spin and “ walk the pudding 
off” before taking on in real earnest the mid-day pantomime. So 
it happened, when they assembled in the subterranean breakfast 
room, which the Cinderella of the establishment had scarce had 
time or inclination to restore to order, that “ Mrs. C. wasn't down. 
Nor had that estimable person descended by the time the matu- 
tinal meal was half through; then when it was that young Mr. 
Bloo Black, of Fenchurch Street, rising suddenly in his chair, 
remarked— . coe 7 

“Oh, look ‘ere, ‘ere’s positively an ‘air in the butter ! ” 

Young Tommy Crossover was in the room, and he said— | , 
“Oh, that ain't nothink, Mr. Black, 1 wonder we ain't all 
airs.” 

“ Indeed, Eecoamn 2” was the concentrated remark of seven 
bright young counting-housers. 

Easy enuff,” returned Master Thomas. “It was sich a beano. 
Mother was makin’ the puddin’ last Tuesday, an’, just as it was 
ready to put into the basin and we'd all had a stir, owser, the old 
cat, would havea look. He stood up beside o’ the puddin’ pan to 
look over, when all of a sudden he overbalanced, and in he went 
clean into the puddin’! Mother got hold of him by the tail and 
held him up in the air, all yelling, while she stripped the puddin 
off him with her fingers, and then slung him out into the yard. 
Father said it helped the puddin’,as the ‘air made it stick together 
better, and we was short o’ suet. See?” 

The seven young men reached for their hats. 

“We need not walk the eens off, boys,” hazarded young 
Bobbie Balbriggan, of Wood Street, and Bobbie Balbriggan was 
| Tight. 


We don't asa rule tell everybody | 


“LUNCH FOR TWO.” 


—~>—- 


It was the beginning of January, and the end, of course, of 
everything that was not distinctly proper, as youpg Mr. and Mrs. 
Jack Trip- 

ett drove 
into the yard 
of Charing 
Cross Rail- 
way Station, 
and, having 
alighted 
from the cab, 
entered the 
first class 
waiting room 
to be stared 


at. 

Mrs. Trip- 

tt was go- 
ing on a little 
visit to her 
mother, and 
Mr. Trippett 
wasn't. 

If you had 
been sitting 
next to them, 
you might 
have _ heard 
the following 
conversa- 
tion— 

“You will 
bea good boy 
while I’m 
away, won't 
you?” 

“The very best of boys, dearest : you needn't fear on that point.” 


represente 
° 


match, It is 
his custom to 
arrive at his 
home on Sat- 
urdays at 
about 2.15 
(lunch for 
2.30). But he 
wires to the 
cook now— 
“Lunch for 
two.” 

When he 
gets home he 
is surprised, 
but not alto- 
gether dis- 
pleased, to 
.> tind an ex- 

“tremely 
pretty young 
woman wait- 
ing in the 
hall to see 
Mrs.Trippett. 

“But Mrs. 
Trippett is 
away,” he ex- 
plains, with a 
sweet smile. 

“Oh! you'll 

Avery old favourite. do just as 

well, sir,” an- 

swers the “young person.” “I'm getting up a concert in aid of 
the——”" 

There's a loud knock at the street door. Trippett opens it. 

“What! you already?" 

It is his wife. 

“Yea, dearie; I had enough of it down at the poky old country 
house, and came back asa surprise. Aren’t you glad to see me? 
Won't you?’ 

She was going to add, “Give mea kiss,” when her eve caught 
the fascinating figure of the female visitor in the hali, and she 
substituted, “Give me an explanation.” 

She walked into the diniug room as she said this, and called him 
to follow her. He went in. She was standing near the mantel- 
piece white with passion. 

“What does this mean?” she asked, handing Jack the telegram 
he had sent 
to his cook. 

“Lunch 


this his eye 
caught the 
lunch table. 
The cook had 
misinterpret - 
ed his words 
and laid 
lunch for 
two, 

“I meant 
lunch for two 
o'clock; I 
did, indeed.” 

But that 
wouldn't 
wash. Her - 
mind was 
made up. She 
would re- 
turn to her. 
mother, She~ 
had done .. 
with him for * 
ever. All was 
over, etc. 

There was 
no divorce, : ; 
and she didn't go back to her mother even fora single night ; but 
she is still unconvinced, and uses, as a weapon for keeping him 
in order, the fatal telegramn, * Lunch for two, 


“ What does this mean?” 


saturday, January 2 , 1892.) 
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Short, Qe. Pve had a jolly trip te Paris. 


Grasp, QC. Lean't alfurd to waste time — been “ Yes, dear, I have turned over a new 


leaf, aud lave cast extravagance to the 


; — AA ~~ = 
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doing lots of work. | 
Short, OC, What's the nse of money to you when ALWAYS ON THE BOIL, IMPORTANT NOTORIETY. winds, I have commenced economizing by 
you're dewl?) You can't take it with you~ and if Especially when there is “ Unsweetened” in the immediate “ How beastly stuck hup Jeames has got since he give evidence making George give up his cigars and 
you did it would suom melt. neighbourhood—and quite natural, tov. in that cause silly tray as missus was in.” club." —Eztract from Letter of Young Lady. 
©e8 Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHARLES BERTRAM, Esq. 


of her sriends whose portraits have not yet been iserled. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


\ 


it 


MisBakers kindness: 


Ladies and gentlemen, once again I greet you with effusion, and 
and prosperity during the new year. Most of us make good resoluti 
am no exception, for I have determined to make my weekly show be 
Frost a visit paid once more, And ice-bound held Old England's s 
give away A lot of joints of meat to-day :—At Christ mas time, oflic 


ac 
| 
\ 


It was like this, Mrs, Sloper was going to give a children’s party to the juvenile (2). And as he explained to Mr. Bertram, he would find him an able’ one, Laving 
elute of Battersea and the little brothers and sisters of the whole of the “ Friv.’ com- assisted in his younger days his friend, Iky Mo, who was not unskilled with the 
pany. How to amuse the darlings? At first it was arranged that the Blue Eyed pictures, Consequently, A. SLOPER was quite at his ease when he appeared in a 
and the Blood Stained should give a scene from Richard III..—(1). but at the first page's dress before Royalty.—(3). It is true that when Mr. Bertram suddenly 


rehearsal the dear boys came to blows during the combat, so the idea was knocked on showered cards all over him from nowhere in particular, be was a bit taken aback, UNAPPRECIATED FUN 
z | the head, as was the Blue Eyed by the Blood Stained. “Tell vou what, little woman,” and the pistol he had to fire at a given signal went off unexpectedly, and it was some : “ 
No. 215.—MIss ADA RFFVF. said A. SLOPER to Mrs. S., “ my friend, Bertram, is a good boy; I am sure he will time before they could convince the Wreck that be was not wounded somewhere,— Rough on the landscape painter, who, after all, was not Cousin 
“One smile, one kindly smile is all crave." — The Dook Snook. come and entertain the little ones.” “Oh, do go and ask the dear man!” “Twill!” | (4), Then an egg that he had to hold in his mouth broke, and he dared not do any- Chartie, but a crusty old gentleman painting his picture for next 
* She is the empress of my heart, the ruler of -deatlie” | Mr. Bertram, with his nsual good nature, told the Eminent he might rely on him. | thing less than swallow it as if nothing had happened, although it wasa shop ‘un and year's Academy. Ada felt a little frightened, but soon pacified the 
x Lb! y heart, the ruler of my destiny. “And look here,” said Le, “if you will, you can do mea favour, I am off to Mari- | a rotter; but when be did have an opportunity of retiring behind the screen for old gentleman by giving Lim a sweet little kiss, 


~—Lord hob, 


few moments—oh, Loor !——(5). Then, finally, he had to vanish under an extinguisher, 


borough House to appear before the Royal Family—including, of course, the Princess 
but, somehow——. However, he got his diamond horseshoe pin from the Priuce. 


May, and I want au assistant—will you come?” Certainly, A. SLOPER would, 


HE ELDER ON NEW YEAR’S MORN. 
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~ 
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Frienc 
A USEFUL HINT. wish 
SSO “How to be happy though married.” Dedicated to all husbands, | | 1 87 
“I dinna ken those legs,” said the Elder, “ they belang tae navbody aboot here.” “ Jist empty yer gas barrela at them, Tammie.” “I thought so; it’s the Port Glasgow assassin the Laird hired | tae knock me silly.” elderly or otherwise, of the henpecked persuasion. 


oS 

{hi A ed 
“ Yes, dear, I have turned over a new 
leaf, aud luve cast extravagance to the 
winds, I have commenced economizing by 
making George give up his cigars and 
club.” —Eztract from Letter of Young Lady. 

ey 


Y A. SLOPER.—CHARLES BERTRAM, Esq. 
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NOTORIETY. 


mes has got since he give evidence 
sus Was in.” | 


NY 


Hit 


. And as he explained to Mr. Bertram, he would find him an able’ one, having 
isted in his younger days his friend, Iky Mo, who was not unskilled with the 
tures, Consequently, A, SLOPER was quite at his ease when he appeared in a 
ge's dress before Royalty.—(3). It is true that when Mr. Bertram suddenly 
bwered cards all over him from nowhere in particular, he was a bit taken aback, 
H the pistol he had to fire at a given signal went off unexpectedly, and it was some 
e before they could convince the Wreck that be was not wounded somew here,—. 
. Then an egg that he had to hold in his mouth broke, and he dared not do any-' 
ng less than swallow it as if nothing bad happened, although it wasa shop ‘un and 
tter; Lut when be did have an opportunity of retiring behind the screen for a 
y moments—oh, Loor !——(5). Then, finally, he had tu vanish under an extinguisher, 
» Somehow——. However, he got his diamond horseshoe pin from the Priuce. 


YEAR’S MORN. 
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bught so; it’s the Port Glasgow assassin the Laird hired t tae knock me silly.” 
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Misbakce kindness: 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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“se e . ors ary 
Codlir’s- Bree - Friend: 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Ladies and gentlemen, once in I greet you with effusion, and wish you all every happiness 
and prosperity during the new yer Most of us make good resolutions about this time, and even 
um no exception, for [ have determined to make my weekly show better than ever. Onward :—Jack 
Frost a visit paid once more, And ice-bound held Old England's shore :—The Queen, IT hear, wil? 
give away A lot of joints of meat to-day :—At Christmas time, officials think, The postmen gt tow 


UNAPPRECIATED FUN. 


Rough on the landscape painter, who, after all, was not Cousin 
Charlie, but a crusty old gentleman painting his picture for next 
year's Academy. Ada felt a little frightened, but soon pacified tle 
old gentleman by giving Lim a sweet little kiss. 


| 
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A USEFUL HINT. 


“How to be happy though married.” Dedicated to all husbands, 
elderly or otherwise, of the henpecked persuasion. 


A FRESH PAGE. 


Friend. I haven't seen that page boy before, Nellie. 
Mistress of house. No, dear, George says that as this is the season for turning over a new leaf, 
he is determined to commence with a fresh page. 


much to drink :—Sov Leap Year's here again, I see’ The ladies hail the news with glee :—A lot of 
poultry, so I hear, Came out of Canada this year :— Bulgaria and France are now Engaged in quite 
a nasty row :—T hear with Hage that Chaplin will Discuss the famed Small Holdings Bill :—1 
have littte more to say, except that whilst L hope to make many new friends during ‘92, | trust that 
none of my old ones will forget-——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


a _ —— ——————— 


Children brought up with care, on the easiest terms. For par- 
ticulars, apply to A. SLQPER, “ The Sloperics.” 


The new parson's daughter astonishes the natives at Mudby-te- 
ditch. “Can't show any other sich skater like her down these parts, 
eb! Tummus?” 


| 
| 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
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ENDEAVOUR to hide it as we will the fact that Pantomime isa 
rapidly decaying institution, becomes more and more apparent 
every year, The small 
boy home for the 
holidays no longer 
worries his indulgent 
parents to take him 
to the theatre in or- 
der that he may fall 
in love with the hero- 
ine, sit in open 
mouthed wonder- 
ment at the beauty of 
the processions, or 
roar with genuine 
laughter at the fun- 
niments of the clown 
and pantaloon. No, 
if he does not endea- 
vour to deceive him- 
self aud other people 
into the belief that 
Ibsen is the only dra- 
matist whose works 
are worthy the atten- 
tion of thinking and 
cultured people, he 
will consent to pa- 
tronize no less clas- 
sical a house than the Lyceum or Garrick. He vote: pantomime “too 
deucedly slow, don'tcherknow—too much of a bally bore,” and 
ee back to his vulgar fractions feeling that he has done his duty 


both to the world and himself, and happy in the belief that he has | 


shown his relations that he is no longer a “ mere boy.’ 
*s 


* 

THURSDAY evening, December 17th, 1891, will henceforth be in- 
vested with historic interest as the night upon which the Philan- 
dering Philanthropist, attended by his brilliant suite, paid a mate 
visit to“ The Earl of Derby," Amberley Road, Harrow Road, the 
occasion being the grand opening night of the “Ally Sloper Sick 
Benefit Musica! Society.” The Eminent having taken the chair, 

rformed the interesting ceremony of christening the club with 

coming dignity, and ken formally declared it open to receive 
members, after which a capital concert, in which a number of 
capita! artistes appeared, brought the evening to a highly satisfac- 
tory conclusion, ee 
s 


BEAUTY was almozt as well represented in the Great Slander 
case as was the legal Bar, and it was noticed that Justice Denman 
aseumed quite a dandi- 
fied and waggish air in 
consequence, while the 
Junior Bar smirked and 
winked at each other 
ina manner suggestive 
of their being present 
at the first performance 
of an Empire Ballet 
than of anything else. 
The ladies, bless ‘em! 
were perfectly at home 
with their surroundings, 
and seemed to look up- 
on the whole affair quite 
inthelight of atheatrical 
performance, 

s 


s 
THE Beloved of the 
Ballet has this day been 
graciously pleased to 
confer the “Award of 
Merit” upon H. J. 
HITCHENS, because he 
knows how to rule an 
Empire. © Fevther,” 
chirped the Blue-Eyed 
Knockabout, “I'm aw- 
fully glod you've per- 
formed this ‘ere hact o' 
justiceat last,’cos 
I. J. has been regular 
itchen for it for ever so long.” And once again the Eminent 
endeavoured to correct his offspring’s partiality for pun making 
with the historical gamp. ice 
s 


- Mr. T. H. PrRYcE, of Mayeot, Pyrmont Grove, West Norwood, is 
an energetic, practical philanthropist, and therefore a very rare 
specimen of a inan, indeed. Everyone must be aware of the great 
danger caused both to pedestrian and horseman by the careless 
practice, very prevalent at this time, of scattering orange peel about 
the streets. Feeling that this dangerous custom of multiplying the 
dangers of the streets arises more from want of thought than any 
evil intention, Mr. Prvee has had a number of striking notices 


| stantial evidence. but, 


| cellent rendering of their respective churacters—both are old and 


printed in which the orange-sucking public is warned, in large, red | 


type, of the wrong they are doing. Copies of these he will be glad 
to forward to tradesmen, and others, upon receipt of a postcard 
eontaining name and address, A. SLOPER who, after a house dinner 
at the Rumfooglers’ Club, invariably finds the pavement in a 
decidedly slippery condition, greatly approves of the sclieme—one 
which, we think, ust commend itself to every person who doesn't 
happen to be a surgeon. os 
s 


THaT Mr. J. Donald is possessed of more than an average 
amount of pluck in taking over the reins of management of the 
~ hitherto unfor- 
tunate Royalty 
Theatre is be- 
pene question ; 

ut that his 
speculation will 

financially 
successful is 
very doubtful. 
The class of en- 
tertainment is 
good, on that 
int there can 
be no two opin- 
jons,and would 
probably draw 
money at some 
. of our better 
known houses, 
but the Royalty 
wants a tremen- 
dous deal of 
looking for, 
and when 
found, its out- 
ward appear- 
ance, to say the 
least, is not very 
the house is, of 


CQ A 

attractive. That these circumstances detract from 
course, only natural, so it is not at all surprising to hear that the 
large audiences which, we are told, assemble nightly to witness 
the performance of Cock Robin and Old King Cole are not of that 
class which fills a manager's heart with gladness and his treasury 
with money. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


| Leap YEAR is, a8 we have not the faintest shadow of doubt 

| every inember of the fair scx must be aware, the happy twelve- 

| mouth during which the ladies have 
the privilege of reversing the usual 

| order of things and pping the 
momentous question which shall decide 
the future happiness of two loving 
hearts. The Eminent greatly fears 
that, owing to false modesty, full ad- 
vantage is not taken of the opportu- 
nity—an opportunity which, occurring 
as it does but once in four years, 
should be hailed with delight by those 
girls numbering amongst their acquain- 
tances that most annoying of person- 
ages—a bashful lover. 


* 

ANOTHER year has dawned and most 
of us experience a feeling of relief as 
we emerge from the dark guilt laden 
atmosphere of 1891 into the pure, 
bright unsullied light of 1892. Few of us 
there are who can contemplate the past 
twelvemonth without feelings of regret, 
regret for mis-spent time, for hasty 
deeds and words (words we would 
often give worlds to recall), and for 
actions left undone; and few of us 
there are, who have not decided in 
our own minds that the commencement 
of the new yar shall see us endeavour- 
ing to lead a better, more useful life, 
less selfish and more mindful of the 
welfare of others. Ata time like this 
A, SLOPER feels that he cannot do better than remind his readers 
that the opportunity of making a good commencement is now 
within their power, and solicits their generous aid on behalf of the 
weak and suffering poor. o* 

* 


Two prominent members of The Family, whose names shall be 
nameless, were rollicking around Brighton on Saturday, December 
19th, aud happened into the Hove Taoen Hall, where they wit- 
nessed a perturmauce of Audran’s lively comic opera, Olivette. 
Sad to relate, however, the two members aforesaid became unduly 
exhilarated after leaving the hall—whether from their spirits being 
considerably raised by witnessing the show, or from their lowering 
spirits too often between the acts, history sayeth not—they were 
ignominiously seized and run in by the local bubbies. Anyhow, the 
Officials of the Brighton and Hove Operatic Society, who were 
responsible for the arrangements, are to be congratulated on their 
capital choir, and admirable mounting of the piece; and SLOPER 
and McGooshlick (hic) cordially recommend all those who are able 
to do so to patronize the society's entertainments. Brightonians, 
Hovians, Kemp Towniaus, visitors and others, please note ! 

ss 


> 

Now that the New Year, the season of good resolutions, is upon 
us it behoves one to be careful not to form too hasty conclusions. 
Things are not always 
what they seem. For 
instance, when we see 
one, or even half a 
dozen, of our acquaint- 
ances slipping down in 
the roadway, we must 
not rashly conclude, 
on the spur of the 
moment, that strong 
drink is alone respon- 
sible for the incident. 
The roads are nearly 
always slippery about ° 
this time of the year, 
and what is more 
natural than that a 
man, even though he 
be as sober ns the pro- 
verbial judge, should 
become a victim to a 
power stronger than 
that of even the 
strongest whisky. Let 
us not then accuseany- 
one on mere circum- 


with a love of justice : 

which shou'd at all times characterize Englishmen. give every indi- 

vidual, when possible, the benefit of the doubt. 
’ * 


s 
Hans the Boatman, which is being given daily in na series of 
matinées at the Strand Theatre, is, in its class, one of the cleverest 
plays it has been our lot to witness fora long time past, and, while 
recommending it to the public, we must not forget to award specia! 
words of prai-e to Charles Arno!d and Alice Atherton for their ex- 


popular favourites, and in this piece they are at their very best. 
. 


s 
ALL admirers of the Eminent will be delighted to hear that a 
capital “Sloper Puzzle,” invented by Mr. George Godden, can be 
obtained from all newsagents for the merely nominal sum of 
threepence. The thing to be done, to quote ALLY's own words, is 
“to put the bottle into my mouth and give me too much ot my 
favourite gargle.” Certainly a very ditticult puzzle, isn't it? 
se 


= 

_ENCOURAGED doubtless by the emphatic success which attended 
his previous efforts in this direction, Sir Augustus Harris 
decided to make Covent 
Garden Theatre the scene 
of another series of Car- 
nival Balls. Prizes will, 
as before, be given for 
the daintiest, most novel 
and fetchingest costumes 
—a fact which contri- 
butee largely to the fes- 
tive appearance of the 
gathering,and one which 
should be borne in mind 
by those of our fair 
readers who have man- 
aged to prevail upon 
their husbands or mashes 
to escort them to what is 
undoubtedly one of the 
most brilliant and novel 
spectacles which the pre- 
sent generation of 
Englishmen have had 
the opportunity of wit- 
nessing in their own 
country. « « 

s 


ANOTHER slander in 
high life. A. SLOPER, 
losing his bese three- 
penny prize packet pin 
accused Iky Moses o 


32 
stealing it. Moses retaliated by issuing a writ for slander against 
the Eminent, and as Sir Charles Russell, Sir Richard Webster, Sir 
Edward Clarke, and Sir Henrr James have been retained in the 
case, lively times are in store for the great B.P. 


drawing room till eleven o'clock, and then withdrew. The office of 
groom-porter was to see the King's lodging furnished with tables, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING JANUARY 9TQ, 1892, 
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8rd January, 1887.—“ We have referred,” says a journal o{ 
this date, “on several occasions to the extraordinary number ot 
rats which emerge from various parts of the building when the 
late exhibitions at South Kensington have closed and the supply 
of food is cut off. This year their number has been larger than 
ever, and, shortly after the termination of the late Colonial and 
Indian Exhibition, the rats, desperate with hunger, invaded every 
part. During the summer, nothing would induce them to enter 
traps, whereas now they rush in a3 fast as they are set, and not 
until they have devoured the bait do they seem to realize the fact 
that they are prisoners, when they seek deliverance in their usual 
wild fashion. During last week, their cravings for food culminated 
in a fierce onslaught upon one another, which was evidenced by 
the Pteoas cries of those being devoured, There cannot be found a 
single young rat in the building. So far, this is satisfactory, as the 
large numbers bred in the summer will thus be exterminated.” 

4th January, 1827.—James Chambers, the eccentric poet 
died this day, in misery, at a farmhuuse at Stradbroke. From the 
age of sixteen to seventy he wandered about the country, gaining 
a precarious subsistence by selling his own effusions, of which he 
had a number printed in a cheap form. His compositions were 

enerally suggested during the night, while reposing in some 
rieudly barn or hayloft. When so inspired, he would get up and 
commit it to paper. 

5th Jan , 1825.—The duty on salt was this day abolished, 
In the Hotel de Ville, of the town of Luneburg, there is to be seen 
a kind of mausoleum to the memory of a pig. In the interior of 
that structure isa glass case inclosing a ham in fair preservation. 
Aslab of black marble attracts the eye of visitors, who find thereon 
the following inscription in Latin, engraved in letters of gold :— 
ad cheer contemplate here the mortal remains of the pig which 
acquired for itself imperishable glory by the discovery of the salt 
springs of Luneburg.’ 


6th January, 1753.—On this 7welfth Night, George II. 
layed at hazard for the benefit of the groom-porter. All the 
Roval Family who played were winners, particularly the Duke of 
York, who won £3,000. The Prince of Wales (father of pal IIL), 
with Prince Edward and a select company, danced in the little 


chairs, stools, firing; to provide cards, dice, etc., and to decide 
disputes arising at cards, dice, bowling, etc. 


7th January, 1879.—Mrs. Dyson, the wife of a man 
murdered at Shetheld three years before, was this day brought to 
England from America to give evidence upon the charge of his 
murder against Charles Peace. 


8th January, 1828.—A newspaper writer, speaking of the 
Christmas pautomimes this day, says :—“ These dramatic annuals 
have been wonderfully successful, notwithstanding all the expense 
and ingenuity that have attended their production. The following 
is a correct estimate of the amount incurred and expended in 
getting up all the harlequinades at both the major and minor 
theatres—Covent Garden, £1,000: Drury Lane, £1,000; Surrey, 
£500; Adelphi, £200; Olympic, £150; Sadler's Wells, £100; West 
London, £100. Total, £3,501." Pautomimes cost more nowadays. 


Oth Jan , 1882.—Application was made at Bow Street 
Police Court this day for summonses for engaging children to an 
Arab acrobat. Accounts of the horrible cruelties inflicted on the 
unfortunate victims were given in the newspapers at that time. 


LOVE'S WAY. 
WHAT the text was l’ve rexlly forgotten, 
The sermon, I know, was on love: 
Strange that fancies in church are begotten 
That have nothing to do with “above.” 


I remember the service—a dull one, 
But brightened by one pair of eves— 

(The effect of the Pzaims is to !ull one) 
With a look of the faintest surprise. 


“Who are you, sir, | wonder?” they asked me, 
More plainly than so many words. 

Keeping time with the Canticles taxed me ; 
They're best sung, | think, by the birds, 


Yet I managed to smile back my answer— 
“A fellow who likes dark blue eyes.” 

Then they fell with a blush—a romancer 
Would add, “ And the gentlest of sighs.” 


CANINE CONSIDERATION. 

“AH, boys, he was a dog, if you lke!” exclaimed the canine 
liar. as, with an outburst of generous feeling, he concluded his anec- 
dote. “I can quite understand that old Pope, the poet, had one of 
his breed when he said, ‘His faithful dog shall be his only com- 
pany ‘—old Pope was no mug!" 

“And—this dog of yours—have you got him siill?" asked a 
green young man, who had twice replenished the glasses. 

“Got him now? No, by gum! | wish 1 had. His death, poor 
chap! was the most affectin’ thing you'd ever hear of. Times got 
bad with me: German competition ruined my business. One by 
one my little bits of furniture went to keep the wolf from the door ; 
down, down, lower and lower, till at last we'd only the bed we 
siept ou left. Then came a cruel blow—the 31st o° December !” 

1 don’t see it,” said the young man, 

“Oh, don't yer?” P’r'aps your never even heard o' sich a thing 
aa the Inland Revenue?” 

“ But what had that to do with the dog?” 

“Everythink! He heard me tell my missis, on the evening of 
the thirtieth, that I hadn't a halfpenny left iu the world, and he 
was that considerate, that he went slap out and died in the culd.” 

“Rather than eat——?" 

“Eat be blowed! Rather than live another day and put me in 
for a renewal of the dorg licence!” 


A SEASONABLE CAUTION. 

Boys—you London boys, we mean—if you've any pretty girl 
cousins who live in the sooner but are coming up just to be 
“shown round” by you during the holidays, try and disabuse your 
mind of the ma pression that country girls are not generally up-to- 
date: get out of the sentiment that thev’re easier tu 
your blue eyed, brass haired beauty from Upper Bedford Place. 

Look how young Pettifer Piukweasel gotsaton! Of course, it was 
his own fault for not knowing, but then he had so few opportunitics 
of running down to Marshmeadows that the inhabitants of that 
far away but healthful spot might have been as unenligh‘ened as 
Pitcairn Islanders for all he had taken the trouble to ascertain. 

Well, Lottie and Laura came up, and Pettifer, thinking nothing 
would prove as satisfying as pantomime, and that of the good old 
rollicking sort, yanked the girls off in a hansom to the Grand, at 
Islington. Of course, he couldn't stand pantomime, so, as soon 1s 
he'd fitted ‘em out with a programme a-piece and a book of the 
words, he noiselessly scooted up to the saloon and proceeded tu 
sample the “ Special.” Three times he descended, “just to see how 
they were getting on,” and on each occasion he took them some- 
thing in, First it was oranges, then it was nuts; as he fought his 
way into the stalls for the fourth time it was seen that he hada 
huge bag of buns, and these he cheerfully deposited in fair Laura's 
lap. To his huge surprise, she rose, and shot them on the floor. 

“T see exactly what it is,” she cried, loud enough for everyone in 
the theatre to hear, “he's been drinking and drinking till he’s 
got what they call the d.t.s—sees imaginary animals, y’‘know—and 
he takes us for the bears in the pit at the Zoo!” 


lease than 


Saturday, January, 2, 1892. 
SS 
A CLEAN SLATE. 
Goud morning !— 
‘tis my Dfst 
day— 
only just 
come on 
earth ; } 
But I trust that | 
ere long | | 
may | 
Give youreason | 
_ to bless my | 
birth. | 
L have heard that | 
the Year 
just fled 
Brought you 
many a 
weary 
weight ; 
Stiill—banish re- 
grets, and, 
instead, 
Live in hope 
of a better 
. ; fate. 
For I—the New Year—have brought you here 
A nice Clean Slate ! 


No doubt in the Year just gone 
You didn’t a// act aright ; 

If so, let us strive anon f 
To put Self (Love's chief foe !) to flight ! 

Let Envy and malice cease 
In your world (which has beauty great) 

Let us rivet the Bond of Peace— 

And, as Time proceeds, I need write but good deeds 
On this nice Clean Slate ! 


—_—.———_ 


A FATAL SPREE. 
a mildly inoffensive young man and not in the least 
ough it is my life's ambition to be considered 
nothing gives me keener delight than to be 
to the accompaniment of a dig in the 
ker's left eyelid. But | 
* is anything but an | 
of the | 
a yet, 


Iam really 
wicked, alt 

‘naughty,” ani 
ostrophized as “sad dog” t 
Fibs and an expressive lowering of the spe: 


a reputation of being a “terrible fellow : 
ee one, that is if one doesn’t happen to be anythin 
, latest attempt to surround myself wit 


2a 


kind; and my 
srighter halo of 
maughtiness has 
neen my ruin, and— 
but there, Pll tell 
you all about it. 

| am—or rather 
was — betrothed to 
little Effie Lotter- 
dust whose sancti- 
monious papa 
consented to the 
engagement on the 
understanding that 
1 solemnly re- 
nounced my evil 
Bways and endea- 
voured to follow in 
he path of right 
jeousness pursued by 
him, ever since his 
retirement on @& 
-omfortable fortune 
from a business in 
which an utter ab- r 
sence of honesty, not to mention conscience, 

ation. 

But in an evil hour a few weeks before the day arranged for the 
marriage I met a man I knew named Buster, who affected a be a 
cloth overcoat with rl buttons and a man-about-town air whic 
had always endeared him to me. He professed himself delighted 
to see me, invited me to go somewhere to dinner that evening, and 
a(terwards assist him in the process of painting the town a ghee 
as near approaching vermilion as possible. 1 accepted. 1 are 
not tell him of my approeching sue his scorn would have ore 
whelmed me. Of the events of that fatal evening I have but a dim 
recollection, and | but faintly remember awakening the following 
dav in the calm seclusion of a police cell, being taken before . 
magistrate, lectured and fined, Then Buster drove me home _ 
put me to bed, where I remained for three whole days. Then 
xhaved, bathed, and went to call upon Effie, and explain my 
absence on the score of a sudden business call into the country. 

I duly made my explanation, and then old Lotterdust handed 
me a copy of the Daily —, and indicated the following para- 
graph:— 

‘< ET.—Williamson S; er, 26, who appeared in the 
Di epee epee with blood cot wel was charged with being 
drunk and disorderly on the previous night, using foul and filthy language, Gres 
violently assaulting the six constables found necessary to remawe him to t 

station, 
fourteen days’ imprisonment.” Pisses : he-the 

The paner dropped from my hand. ooked up and caug 
senrenion of Haars on Etfie’s features, and, obeying old Lotter 
dust’s commands, made for the door and fled, a thousand ming] - 
feelings surging in my breast, the uppermost of which was devilis 
desire to assassinate the reporter of the D F 
step towards terminating a ruined and blighted existence. 

—— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
.27.—ILESTER EVERSFIELD. 
For months I've moped in mourn- 
ful plight, : 
And looked exceeding glum ; 
But now my heart is blithe and 
light— renee 
‘Cos why? 'Cos Leap Year's 
come! 
And if you'll kindly cast your eye 
Upon the portrait near, 
T guess you'll guess full quickly 


er why apts 
25's I'm pleased that Leap Year's 
: here! 

".. air Hester earns £10 per night, 
While I'm confounded poor :. 
Fair Hester’: jimp, gentee., polite, 

And La blithering bvor. 
With her, alas! [ but compare 
As stale “four ale” with wine ; 
So. though | worship her, I dare 


Not ask her to be mine! 


And yet I’ve deemed, despite my 


was a primary qualifi- 


woe, 
That Hester feels some spark 
CE£ love for me, although, if 80, 
she keeps it precious dark. 
So Leap Year's advent makes me 


op 
‘ With joy, because, you see, 
Thousi I to Hester dare not “ pop, 
She now may “pop” to me! 


The case having been proved, the prisoner was fined 20s. and cost, or | 


Dail y— as a preliminary 


DAY: 


f doubt 


twelve- 


‘\ 
i) 
= 
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£ 


ajc 


~ | bad with me: German competition ruined my business. 


of no 
ig | d 


y | = 


a3 the Inland Revenue?” 
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January, 1887.—“ We have referred,” says aj 

: — > 883 journal o{ 
this date, “on several occasions to the extraordinary Sunbor st 
when the 
he supply 


eir n n larger 
ever, and, shortly after the termination of the late Coloehat cel 


Indian Exhibition, the rats, | ebieapd eta hunger, ievaded every 
1ing would induce them to enter 


rats which emerge from various parts of the buildin 
late exhibitions at South Kensington have closed and t 
of food is cut off. This year their number has bee: 


Parts Paring the med nothir 
Taps, whereas now they rush in a3 fast as they are se 

until they have devoured the bait do they seem to realise caer 
that they are risouers, when they seek deliverance in their usual 
wild fashion, During last week, their cravings for food culminated 
in a fierce onslaught upon one another, which was evidenced by 
the Eieous cries of those being devoured. There cannot be found a 
single young rat in the building. So far, this is satisfactory, as the 
large numbers bred in the summer will thus be exterminated.” 


. . . . Ld i i . 
2 precarious subsistence by selling his own effusions, of w fob be 
had a number printed in a cheap form. His compositions were 
enerally suggested during the night, while reposing in some 


When so inspired, he would get up and 


5th January, 1825.—The duty on salt was this day ished. 
Tn the Hotel de ille, of the town of Luneburg, there is ee 
a kind of mausoleum to the memory of a pig. In the interior of 
that structure is a glass case inclosing a ham in fair preservation 
A slab of black marble attracts the eye of visitors, who find thereon 
the following inscription in Latin, engraved in letters of gold :— 

mooer. by) contemplate here the mortal remains of the pig which 


acquired for itself imperishable gl i 
sows Lassa glory by the discovery of the salt 


6th January, 1753.—On this Twelfth Night 7 
layed at hazard for the benefit of the phere, be IS T as 
oyal Family who played were winners, particularly the Duke of 
York, who won £3,000. The Prince of Wales (father of George IIL.) 
with Prince Edward and a select company, danced in the little 
drawing room till eleven o'clock, and then withdrew. The office of 
en nb yo to 7 the Sings lodging furnished with tables, 
h ‘ ols, firing; to provide cards, dice, ete. i 
disputes arising at cards, ice, bowling, etc. , n Ot tea 


7th Jan 879.—Mrs. Dyson, the wife of m 
ee Shetield ae years seine, was this day brought o 
merica to give evidence ; i 
murder against Charles Fonte, ops 

8th January, 1828.—A newspaper writer, speaking of th 
Christmas pautomimes this day, says :—“ These Gramatic annuste 
have been wonderfully successful, notwithstanding all the expense 
and ingenuity that have attended their production. The following 
is a correct estimate of the amount incurred and expended in 
getting up all the harlequinades at both the major and minor 
theatres—Covent Garden, £1,000: Drury Lane, £1,060; Surrey, 
£500; Adelphi, £200; Olympic, £150; Sadler's Wells, £100; West 
London, £100, ‘Total, £3,501.” | Pautomimes cost more nowadays. 
ct a a eae gh 
uary, 1882.—Application was made at Bow Street 


Police Cont f 
olice Court this day for summonses for engaging children to an 
Arab acrobat. Accounts of the horrible cruelties inflicted on che 


unfortunate victims were given in the newspapers at that time. 
eee ee eee. 


LOVE’S WAY. 
WHat the text was l’ve really forgotten, 
The sermon, I know, was on love: 
Strange that fancies in church are begotten 
That have nothing to do with “above.” 
I remember the service—a dull one, 
But brightened by one pair of eyes— 
(The effect of the Psaims is to Jull one) 
With a look of the faintest surprise. 


“Who are you, sir, | wonder?” they asked me 
More plataly than so many weeds: , 

Keeping time with the Canticles taxed me; 
They're best sung, I think, by the birds, 

Yet I managed to smile back my answer— 
“A fellow who likes dark blue eyes.” 

Then they fell with a blush—a romancer 
Would add, “ And the gentlest of sighs,” 

EER eas 


CANINE CONSIDERATION. 
“AH, boys, he was a dog, if you hke!” exclaimed the canine 


aay, as, with an outburst of generous feeling, he concluded his anec- 
ote, 
his breed when he said, ‘His faithful dog shall be his only com- 
pany ’—old Pope was no mug!" 


“1 can quite understand that old Pope, the poet, had one of 


“And—this dog of yours—have you got him siill?"” asked a 
reen young man, who had twice replenished the glasses, 
“Got him now? No, by gum! wish 1 had. His death, poor 
hap! was the most affectin’ thing you'd ever hear of. Times got 
; ( Z One by 

ne my little bits of furniture went to keep the wolf from the door; 
own, down, lower and lower, till at last we'd only the bed we 
ept ou left. Then came a cruel blow—the 31st o° December !” 

ee | don’t see it,” said the young man, 

‘Oh, don't yer?” P’r'aps your never even heard o° sich a thing 


, a ve aad Lng do with the dog?” 
“Everythink ! e heard ime tell my missis, on the evening 
he thirtieth, that I hadn't a halfpenny left in the wari wat : 


was that considerate, that he went slap out and died in the culd.” 


“Rather than eat——? 
“Eat be blowed! Rather than live another day and put me in 


for a renewal of the dorg licence ! 


SEASONABLE CAUTION. 
Boys—you London boys, we mean—if you've any pretty girl 


cousins who live in the leat but are coming uP just to be 
the i 


“shown round” by you during 


holidays, try and disabuse your 


mind of the Hay Gsicn that country girls are not geuerally up-to- 


date: 
your blue eyed, brass haired beauty from Upper Bedfor 


et out of the sentiment that thev're easier tu please than 


Place. 


Look how young Pettifer Pink weasel gotsaton! Ofcourse, it was 


; his own fault for not knowing, but then he had so few opportunities 


running down to Marshmeadows that the inhabitants of that 


far away but healthful spot pale have been as unenligh:ened as 


Pitcairn Islanders for all he h 


“ 1 taken the trouble to ascertain. 
Well, Lottie and Laura came up, and Pettifer, thinking nothing 


would prove as satisfying as pantomime, and that of the good old 


Is 


rollicking sort, yanked the girls off in a hansom to the Grand, at 


lington. Of course, he couldn't stand pantomime, so, as soun 2s 


he'd fitted ‘em out with a programme a-piece and a book of the 
words, he noiselessly scooted up to the saloon and proceeded tu 


sainple the“ 8 
they were getting on,” and on each occasion he took them some- 


th 


ial.” Three times he descended, “just to see how 


ing in, First it was oranges, then it was nuts ; as he fought his 


way into the stalls for the fourth time it was seen that he hada 


huge ba 


& of buns, and these he cheerfully deposited in fair Laura‘s 


lap. To his huge surprise, she rose, and shot them on the floor. 

I see exactly what it is,” she cried, loud enough for evervone in 
the theatre to hear, “he's been drinking and drinking till he's 
got what they call the d.t.s—sees imaginary animals, y’know—and 
takes us for the bears in the pit at the Zoo!” 


he 
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A CLEAN SLATE. 
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GouD morning !— 
“Us my first 
day— 

only just 
come on 
earth ; 

But I trust that 
ere long | 
may 

Give you reason 
_ to bless my 
birth. 

I have heard that 
the Y 


grets, and, 
instead, 
Live in hope 
of a better 
s c : fate. 
For I—the New Year—have brought you here 
A nice Clean Slate ! 


No doubt in the Year just gone 
You didn’t a// act aright ; 
If so, let us strive anon 
To put Self (Love's chief foe !) to flight ! 
Let Envy and malice cease 
In your world (which has beauty great) 
Let us rivet the Bond of Peace— 
And, as Time proceeds, I need write but good deeds 
On this nice Clean Slate ! 


—_———~_——— 


A FATAL SPREE. 

i a mildly inoffensive young man and not in the least 
icked, although it is my life’s ambition to be considered 
‘naughty,” and nothing gives me keener delight than to be 
postrophized as “sad dog” to the accompaniment of a dig in the 
ribs and an expressive lowering of the speaker's left eyelid. But 

he reputation of being a “terrible fellow” is anything but an 
enviable one, that is if one doesn’t happen to be anything of the 
kind; and my latest attempt to surround myself wit 
srighter halo of 
maughtiness has 
een my ruin, and— 
but there, Pll tell 
you all about it. 

I am—or rather 
was — betrothed to 
little Eftie Lotter- 
dust whose sancti- 
monious papa 
consented to the 
engagement on the 
understanding that 
1 solemnly re- 
nounced my evil 
ways and _ endea- 
voured to follow in 
he path of right- 
leousness pursued by 
him, ever since his 
retirement on a 
-omfortable fortune 
from a business in 
which an utter ab- 
sence of honesty, not to mention conscience, was a primary qualifi- 
cation. 

But in an evil hour a few weeks before the day arranged for the 
marriage I met a man I knew named Buster, who affected a box- 
cloth overcoat with rl buttons and a man-about-town air which 
had always endeared him tome. He professed himself delighted 
to see me, invited me to go somewhere to dinner that evening, and 
a(terwards assist him in the process of painting the town a colour 
as near approaching vermilion as possible. 1 accepted. 1 dared 
not teil him of my approaching nuptials, his scorn would have over- 
whelmed me, Of the events of that fatal evening I have but a dim 
recollection, and | but faintly remember awakening the following 
day in the calm seclusion of a police cell, being taken before a 
magistrate, lectured and fined. Then Buster drove me home and 
put me to bed, where I remained for three whole days. Then I 
shaved, bathed, and went to call upon Effie, and explain my 
absence on the score of a sudden business call into the country. 

I duly made my explanation, and then old Lotterdust handed 
me . copy of the Daily ——, and indicated the following para- 
graph:— 

“MARLBOROUGH STREET.—Williamson Spooner, 26, who appeared in the 
dock minus a coat and covered with blood and mud was charged with being 
drunk and disorderly on the previous night, using foul and filthy language, and 
violently assaulting the six constables found necessary to remawe him to the 
station, The case having been proved, the prisoner was fined 20s, and cost, or 
fourteen days’ imprisonment.” 

The paner dropped from my hand. I looked up and caught the 
expression of disgust on Eftie’s features, and, obeying old Lotter- 
dust’s commands, made for the door and fled, a thousand mingled 
feelings surging in my breast, the uppermost of which was devilish 
desire to assassinate the reporter of the Daily—— as a preliminary 
step towards terminating a ruined and blighted existence. 

—ES 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 27. —I ESTER EVERSFIELD. 
For months I've moped in mourn- 
ful plight, . 
And looked exceeding glum ; 
Sut now my heart is blithe and 
ight— 
‘Cos why? 
come! 
And if you'll kindly cast your eye 
Upon the portrait near, 
T suess you'll guess full quickly 


roe why 
Hs I'm pleased that Leap Year's 
here! 

Fair Hester earns £10 per night, 
While I'm confounded poor : 
Pair Hester's jimp, gentee., polite, 

And La blithering boor. 
With her, alias! [ but compare 
As stale “iour ale” with wine; 
So. though | worship her, I dare 
Not ask her to be mine! 


And yet I’ve deemed, despite my 


IT am reall 


‘Cos Leap Year's 


woe, 
That Hester feels some spark 
Cf love for me, although, if 80, 
she keeps it precious dark. 
So ie ear’s advent makes me 
op 
With joy, because, you gee, 
Thousi 1 to Hester dare not “ pop,” 
She now may “pop” to me! 


a yet 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY., 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
GARRICK CLUB, LonDoN, W.C., Deeem? er 8th, 1891. 

Dear S1R,—! senda gui.ea towards your kind object with great 
pleasure, and remain, Yours truly, 8. B. BANCROFT. 


17 HAMILTON Terrace, St. JoHN’s Woop, N.W. 
ecember Oth, UsiM. 

| DEAR MR. SLoPeR.—I beg to inclose you a cheque for £1 1s, 

as iny mite towards vour Fund on behalf of the Poorand Desutute 


of London; aud wishing all success to your etforts in so good a 
| cause, am, Yours faithfully, H. STACY MARKS, 


1 ABBEY Roap, St. JoHN’s Woop, N.W., 
December 12th, 1891. 
DEAR MR. SLoper,—I have much pleasure in inclosing cheque 
for £1 for your charitabie work. Lam, 
i J. MaAcWHIRTER. 


Yours most truly, 
23 QUADRANT RoaD, CANONBURY, N., December 14th, 1891. 
A. SLOPER, Esq.,— Inclosed fiud £1 ls. for the Poor and 
Destiture of London. Yours truly, HERBERT CAMPBELL. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 94.—He HELPS THE OLD Year OUT. 

AT twenty-five to twelve on New 
Year's Eve the Jimjammed Gintub flew 
From Mildew Court's vivacious crew, 

From rant and romp and rant, 
Exclaiming, “ Blimeysh ! 1 mush get 
A breash of air, and thensh, you bet, 
I'll jush be back in timesh to let 

Sha blisherin' Ole Yearsh out!" 


But scarce ten yards from home he'd hied 
Ere, walking on the other side, 
A woesome looking wight he spied, 
Yet wordrous big and stout: 
And, just below the creature's head, 
The legend “91” he read, 
And “There sha Ole Year goesh !” he said, 

“I'll help sha Ole Yearsh out!" 

So ALLY grabbed that woesome wight, 
And pounded him with main and might, 
And kicked him left, and kicked him right, 

With many an eldritch shout. 

And, when the form lay well nigh dead, 
Back home the Jimjammed Gintub sped, 
And to his friends exultant said, 

“I've kicked sha Olesh Year out!” 
Then forth those anxious friends did run 
To see what deed the Dunce had done, 
And found POLICEMAN 91 

Knocked down and knocked about ; 
And, if they had not “squared ” that palo 
P. C. with rhino, cakes and ale, 

The Wreck would doubtless in a gaol 

Have seen the Old Year out! 

——— 


A WOMAN'S LOVE. 

By dint of many, many champagne cocktaile at the Gaiety, which 
he had taken in ite way, he hid at last backed himself up to stick- 
ing point, and as his cab turned the last corner into the genteel 
little thoroughfare in which she lived, in the somewhat Conserva- 
tive suburb of Brompton, he smiled assuringly at his own con- 
fidence, and felt cheerfully in his vest pocket for the fare. 

“Is—ah—your young mistress in?” he inquired of the page who 
opened the door and usually ushered in her father’s patients, 

“Yussir.” 

“Ts she engaged?" 

“Well, sir,” replied the obese youth, with some hesitation, “I 
don’ know as it’s any business o’ mine or youre, for that matter, to 
ask sich a question. It may be the recognized thing in this suburb, 
for all I know or care, but as she's bin a-settin’ on the doctor's 
assistant’s knee an’ a-kissin’ ‘arf his face orf this last twenty 
minutes, all I've got to say is that if she ain't engaged she oughter 
be ! ” 


And two seconds later that once confident youth was in the 
nearest oilman's, purch«sing a shipping consigoment of that fatal 
powder, Keating's “kill ‘em as they jump.” 

ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISt MAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £80 3s. 67. 
SINCE RECEIVED :—ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; “ LALLIE,” 
£1 2s. 6d.; Professor WM. PRITCHARD, £1 18.; “ONE WHO Ha8 BEEN DESTI- 
TUTE,” £1 28.6d.; SAMUEL BREMNER, 5s.; MARIQUITA, 2s.; ROBERT ROBERT- 
80N, ls.; E. A. R., 18.; CYMRO, 2s, 6d.; “ TICKLES,” 6d.; E. S, (Forest Gate), 58.; 
KaTE, 1s.; C.GREEN, £1 18.; SARA LANE, £1; H. STACY MARES, £1 1s.; BOW- 
MAN BROTHERS, £1 13.; FREDK. GOODALL, 10s, JOSEPH CRAWSHAW, £1 1s.; 
“EVERYBODY'S AUNT MEG,” £1; “BaGDAD,” 58.; J. E. GLEADELL, 2s. 6d.; 
“FRIEND OF THE ELDER,” 25. 6d.; “ HARDUP,” 6d.; per C. HOWE, 1s.; O. F., 28.; 
H. NEWSON-SMITH, £1 1s.; HERBERT H. NEWSON-SMITH, 5s.; FRANK H. 
| NEWsON-SMITAH, 5s,; CECIL C. NEWSON-SMITH, 2s. 6d.; WM. COLE, 5s.; 
| G. Jacost, 108.; MORNINGTON CANNON, 58,; J. A. SHEPHERD, 5s.; J. R., 54.; 
| E. J. 3§d.; Dr. E. G. WHITTLE, 58.; PETER and JaceuB, £1; * DAGMAR,” 6d.; 
JAMES FERNANDEZ, 5s.; ALFRED BRYAN. £1 1s; GORDON THOMSON, £1 15.; 
MEYER LUTZ, £2 2s.; A.M. B.1s.;* THE LITTLE BEAR,” £1; C, THATCHER, 6d.; 
HORACE MOREHEN, 10s, 6d.; A. H. MINTING, 58.; W. BLAKELEY, 5s.; LOTTIE 
VENNE, 58.; “PHONOGRAPHER,” 1s. 6d.; “A SMALL CONTRIBUTOR,” 2d.; 
“ RAILWAY CLERK.” 2s, 6d.; “ ANON, (Newcastle-on-Tyne), 11d ; ROBERT HEL- 
LABY, 2s. 6d.; KATTI LANNER, £1 18.; WALTER GILBEY, £1; Raised in Brow- 
j_ side, 1s.: H. E. LYNE, F.0.8., 5s.; MARY ANN VICTOR, 10s.; F.S. (Leicester), 2s. 6d.; 
A. DEWAR WILLOCK, 10s. 
Making_a total received np to December 22nd, 1891—£107 17s. 4$d. 


TO THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW. 
For twelve long months, O Ninety-one, 
We side by side with you have run ; 
And, now that you've entirely done 

With this terrestrial scene, 
We fear we cannot say that we 
Have been, while in your companee, 
From sins of thought and deed so free 
As we might well have been. 
We needs must own that oft aud ay 
From Virtue’s paths we've gone astray 
Since your career was first begun, 
O Ninety-one! O Ninety-one! 
For twelve long months, O Ninety-two, 
If Fate so grant, we'll travel through 
Life’s desert cheek by jow! with you ; 
And, as we start upon 
Our march, we breathe a fervent plea 
That Heaven may help us go, that we 
Shall be from vice and igulls more free 
Than in the year that's gone! 
May all our sins of Ninety-one 
Be cancelled by good actions done 
While through the world we pass with you, 
O Ninety-two! O Ninety-two! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


APPROPRIATE quotation for Meteorologists just now—“ A bitter 
change, severer for severe.”"— Young's Night Thoughts. 

SUITABLE New Year's wish to Mr. H. A. Joues—“ May you 
| Avenue Year of prosperity.” . ? 
GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WoOOL—A equalling pickaninny nigger. 


SLOPER'S SELEOT LIBRARY. 
RICHER THAN GOLD. 


(A TALE OF THE Lone Paciric.) 
a 
CHAPTER IV. 

THE crew of the Vancy barque required litt!e cooking done for 
them for the first six days they were at sea, and the stormy witd-, 
if they made the new cook very sick, had also the advantaze ot 
preventing the betrayal 3 
of his lack of skill. For Nese 
days a succession of gales ' 
swept over the vessel, 
and as most of the time 
the galley tires were 
drowned out, all had con- 
tentedly chewed dried 
beef and biscuit, and 
tilled up the interstices 
with plenty of water. 

Fred Bulstrode was 
very, very sick ; but, like 
the nuble youth he was, 
he determined to do his 
best to fulfil the duties 
of the sphere to which 
the Fates and an empty 
purse had called him. In 
the intervals of leisure 
afforded him by the sea- 
sickness, he studied 
carefully a well thumbed 
cookery book he had 
found stored away in 
the privacy of the cook's 
apartment, and ere the 
ag had yet subsided, 
his intellect had tho- 
roughly mastered the 
intricacies of the details 
of the peice dishes he 
might be called upon to 
furnish forth. He found 
ere cea that the menu of the Nancy barque was not distin- 
guished by much picturesque variety. He dropped one of his shoes 
into the pot the first day he made soup; but as his knowledge of the 
accident prevented him taking any of the soup, and as its immer- 
sion did not improve the shoe, he was more cautious for the future, 
and ere long his performances thoroughly surpassed those of the 
former chef. The latter had been indifferent to criticism, and on one 
occasion had dropped his nightcap juto the Irish stew, and never 
missed that article till one of the crew had used profane language 
while making an effort to divide it among his companions, 

As the days passed merrily by, Frederick Bulstrode began to like 
his situation better. Fora time he disliked the drudgery ; but, as 
he found that 
the ship's 
watch dog was 
willing to as- 
sist at the 
dish -washing, 
he gave it 
every encour. 
agement, and 
that part of 
the work was 
thus greatly 
lessened. As 
he got more 
used to his 
duties, they 
became easier 
to him, and he 
soon found 
that he had 
some time on 
his hands; 
and if, in his 
leisure, his 
thoughts 
turned to Ad- 
elaide Jane 
Burke, it was 
in the hope 
that the time 
would come 
wh . a ne e 
might clasp 
her to his 
heart for his own—when he would return with his kets full of 
gold to crush the purse-proud parent Burke who had parted them. 

Bulstrode determined that he would te worthy of that time, and 
so he maintained his dignity with the crew. He rarely mingled 
with their amusements, which were coarse, nor joined in their con- 
versation, 80 was never invited to join them in their relaxations. 

Ten weeks had they been at sea, and at length they auchored off 
a port. The water had run short, and the captain determined to 
stay a couple of days to obtain provisions. The captain gave ihe 
crew permission to go ashore, and all, with the exception of Bui- 
strode, gladly availed themselves of the privilege, and as the cap- 
tain and mate had also business on shore, Bu’strode was the only 
one left on board the vessel. He rather enjoved the quiet, and 
utilised the time at his disposal in pondering uv-r the seasoning of 
a new kind of i 
hash he was pro- 

sing to aston- 
Eh the ship's 
crew by prepar- 
ing. Deeply im- 
mersed 1n_ his 
studies, he failed 
to notice a black 
cloud which had 
arisen, To an 
experienced sea- 
man’s eye, the 
cloud would have 
denoted wind; 
but Bulstrode 
had never been 
in these latitudes 
hefore, and failed 
to read the omi- 
nous signs. The 
first hint of dis- 
aster came tohim 
from the shock 
of the rude blast 
as it struck the 
vessel. She 
toxsed wildly and 
strained at the 
chains which 
held ne he 
anchor. Suill the , an 
wind grew in force, and the ship tugged more wildly, Then thera 
was a enap and a crash, and in an instant Bulstrode knew that the 
hawsers had given way, and the ship was driving over the storm 
tossed ocean with only himself on board. 

(To be continued next week.) 


Very sick. 


A choice morsel. 


dumersed in his studics, 


8 


THE “F.O.S8.” 


PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 235. -Mi. ALFRED CELLIER, F.OS. 


“Alfred Cellier, by the aid of whose music so many savage’ 


breasts may have sail to have been soothed, has, from a very 
early age, shown a remarkable proficiency in that profession 
which he now follows so successfully. When but twelve months 


old, the music composed by him daily expressly for the benefit , 


of his mater and pater, although it may not have been appre- 
elated by them at its true value, at least marked him out at 
as one of Fortune's most favoured sons. At the age of 
still retained his musical propensities, was 
loomed on the 7 e as an infant prodigy, and the mauner 
in whieh he executed -in fact, murdered —the choicest composi - 
tions ofeour most famous composers on his favourite instrument. 
tue Jew's barp, brought down upon him the commendation of 
both Press and public, Shortly after this, Alfred became appren- 
teed to a well known organ-yrinder, under whose tuition he was 
wt only made thoroughly proficient in his profession, but was 
taught how to mop up a quart of whisky without even the 
Ulinking of aneye. A few years ago,our hero bloomed forth in 
the theatrical profession, and literally astonished the musical 
world by the beauty of his compositions, It may not be generally 
known that Alfred Cellier’s greatest sucocss was *The Happy 
Heart, which was expressly composed for * Ally Sloper’s Christ- 
mas Holidays’ for 1890. Chiefly because he isan ideal musician, 
our hero was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 


Model, Look here, if you like to make my remuneration a bob 
an hour, with @ galion of four-alf chucked in every day, I'm 
your man; but I'm ‘angel if I'm going to stand in this position 
at Sd. an hour aud a bottle of cinger beer. 


MAINTAINING A STUD. 
Lodyer (in arrears). Say, Mrs, Chisler, have you seen anything 
of my jeweliery lying about ? 
Mfrs. C. If ye mane a bone collar stud, sor, I put that same on 
the mantel-piece, 


VIRTUE AND VICE. 
The rcaler can plea e herself or himself as to which is which. 


a a es a Y Teese aime ese 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


MAKING AMENDS. 


PANTOMIME REHEARSALS. 


FOUNDED A 


| 
Youngster. Please, sir, feyther wants me u. 
jay. 
| ‘Schoolmaster, What for? 
Youngster. To play dominocs wid, ‘cos he suys it’s too 
foggy to go ter work. 


Popkins, I thought you promise] to come to our wedding yesterday ? 


Intimate Friend. So sorry, old man; quite slipped my memory—but, there, I'll make amends by promising 
faithfully te attend your funeral! 


| i AS Lili tad 
a unm 


Any advance? Div ye hear me talkin? This iligant barrel av whisky goin for a 
dbirty pound and foive shillin's! | No advance? Shure ‘tis no wonder Oi'm grey 
headed ! Goin’ at twinty-foive! Goin’! Goin’! No advance? Gone!!"——(5). Then 
the hammer came down on the top of the barrel pretty smartly, and an explosion 
took place which brought on the late rains all over the British Island, for the cask 


(1). The anetioneer a’ the selling up of Pat Rooney. “The next urticle, ladies and 
| gintlemen, that I slall take the liberty of prisintin’ to your ohservation, is a most | 
{ iligant keg av whisky. Ten shillin’sto start with! Any advayce on ten shillin’s? | 
| —(2). Come, ladies and gintlemen! Shure an’ it should appeal to the foinest | 

instincts av yer nature: fourteen degrees overproof! Och! the shmell av the cork’s 


enough to turn an orangeman green! Any adv—— Fifteen shillin's?——(3). was full up to the lid of Pat's private store of dynamite which the dirthy blackguard 
| Fifteen shillin's! any advance on—— Twinty slillin’s! Och! it's a disgrace to | —bad cess to him !—had arranged thus ina mean spirit of revenge upon society in 
the loike av ye to be offerin'a paltry trifle loikke—— (4). Twinty-foive shillid’s! \ general, and the auctioneer in particular, for his pecuniary troubles, 
OANCING GIRLS. PRECOCITY. | SING-ULAR. 


“This week I have to announce a betrothal, befo 
love, which has for a long time past laid dormant in A 
miserable scarecrow, Evelina. Poor Papa is overwh 
sanction to the engagement formed, I believe, a very to 


— 
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SS 


SS 
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Wife of his Bosom, Dr 
wretch! drunk again! I 
What's that—you are not | 
voice husky? Bab! 


Employer, What do you mean, sir, by walking in 
at this time of day? and—er—if you—— What's 


“Look here—it's too bad! 1 never can yet anyone to accompany 
mo: and what's the consequence? Why, I'm made to look frulish 
wherever I appear.” 


“T suppose no one commence! their autubio- 
graphy earlier than I did.” 


‘on so much last night that you 
culous, sir! ridiculous! 


No. 27. 
The girl who really loves a polka. 


that? Fog upset 
= feel quite ill? Ri 


ac 


